
Fericks Prince 

Or never more to view nor day Bor light. 

Tis well Miftris,:your choife agrees with mine,’ 

I like that well : nay how abfolute jfhee’s in it. 

Not minding whither I diflike or no. 

Well, I doe commend her choyfe, and will no longer 
Have it be delayed : Ibfc, heere he comes, 

I muft diflembie it. 


enter Pertcles] 

A II fortunes to the good ■ 'v-r.r, 

i»g. To you as much : Sir, I am beholding to you* 

For your fweet muficke this laft night : 

proteft, my eares wete never better fed 
With luch delightful! pleafing harmony, 

Pfi*. It is your Graces pleaforc to commend,' ii ■. 
Notmydefett. . ' , 

Sir, you are Miilickes Matter, 
if. The worft «f all her fchollcrs (my good Lord) 

Let me aske you one thing: ' ^ 

jV>niat doe you thinke ofray daughter, fir ? 

A moft vertuous Princefle. ' 

And (hce’s faire too, is llic not ? > 

? day in Summer, wondrous faire-.' ^ 
f fir* my Daughter thinkes very well of you, 

^/^we’^tlwtyoumuftbe her Matter, ■ 
pt'jTJ'} > tl’erefore looke to it; 

; perufethis writing elfc: 

Oh feeke not.to mtrap me gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftreflcd gentleman. 

Per. By the gods ha ve not j never did thought 
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penctes Prince Of Tyfe» 

of my offence j nor never did my adlions 

yet commence, a deed might gaine her lov^. 

Or your difpleafiire. 

Traitor, thou Iyeft,i ., . . _ 

P^r. Traitor ? 

I, traitor. / - , . . _ 

p«*.Even in his throatei unlelfe it be a King^' , j. 

That cals me traitor, I rcturne the lie. , , 

King. Now by the gods I doe applaud his courage^ 

Per. My aftions are as noble^gs my thoughts,-.^); r 
ThatneverrellUhtofabafcdifccnt.* .?■• 

I came unto your Court for honours caufe, :. 

And not to be a Rebell to her ftate : r- ; 

Andhethatotherwife accountsofmc, ^ 

This fword fhall proove, hee’s honours enemic.’ 

King. No? here comes myidaughter, ftiecan witnefle k. 


Per. Then as you arc as vertuous, as faire^ ; t, - ; 
Rcfblve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did ere lolicite, or my hand fubfetibe ; ^ ■ 

To any fillable that made love to you ? r'^ ^ , f 

Tkif. Why fir, ifypu had, who t^es offence^* 
At that would make me glad ? 

P’i«^. Yea Miftris, are you fo peremptory : 

I am gladofit-with all my heart, 
Iletameyoujlle-bring.yoainfubjeittion* - 
Willyou, not having my confenti ~ * 
Bcftow.your love and yonratteaioas, 

Vpon a ftranger ? who for oug bt I know. 

May be ( nor can I thinke the contrary ) 

As great in bloud as I mjrfelFc. , ^ ■ 

Thcreforeheare youmiftrefl^, either frame • ' ' 
Yoar will to mine - and you fir, heare you, • 
Either be rul d by me, or He makeyooL-i^: ^ . 

S "f 

ps muft feak It too ^and 
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